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was a name honored in many an Indian home. Into
the chaos of our uneventful lives he had brought a sense
of cohesion.
He had unified a nation of 400,000,000*
He had hoisted a national flag where only the Union
Jack had flown before.
He had decreed that home-spun should be the only
garment worn.
He had evolved a cap which millions wore.
He had shattered the smug complacency of the Brit-
ish raj.
He had found a place for himself in the hearts of the
people.
He had shown the government the power that was be-
hind him.
He had created a permanent spirit of resistance to-
wards the British in India.
His word was law in India. Out of dust he made us
men.
An English padre, the Reverend J, H. Holmes, said,
'This man holds absolutely in his hands today the des-
tinies of his people. When Gandhi speaks, it is India
that speaks. When Gandhi acts, it is India that acts.
When Gandhi is arrested, it is India that is outraged
and humiliated. More truly, I believe, than any other
man who has ever lived, this great Indian is the incar-
nation of a people's soul."
And that was so.